Thro' the Wood Laddie. 
A New Scotch SONG. 


Sawney, why lrav'ſt thou thy Nelly to mourn, 
by preſence cou'd caſe me, when naething can 

_ pleaſe me, 

Thy preſence could eaſe me, &c, 


Now dowie I-figh on the hanks of the Burn; 
Or thro* the Woo Ladd e until thou return. 


Thro' the Wod Lad:lie, thro' the Wood Lad ſie, 
thro' the Wood, thro' the Wood, thro' the 
Wood Laddic $ : 

Now dowie I ſigb, &c, 


Tho' woods now are bonny, and mornings are clear, 

While lav'rocks are ſin ing and primroſe ſpri ging, 

v3 Yer nane of them pleaſcs mine e e or mine car, 

1 When thro? th: Wood Laddie ye dinna appcar. 

Thit I am forſaken ſome ſpare not to tell, 

I'm aſh'd wi' their ſcorning baith ev'ning and marn- 
ing, | 

Their je ring © 0*8 aft to my heart wi' a knell, | 

Then thro? the Wood Laduie I wander my fell. 


The" ſtav my dear Sindy no longer away, 

Burt quick as an arrow h ſt: here to thy marrow, 
Wa living in Jangour till that happy day, 

When thro? the Wood Laddie we'll dance, ling and 


play. 


